SANTA MARIA BELLA SALUTE, VENICE

A searchlight was playing on the basin of St. Mark's
and on the mouth of the Canal. Suddenly it caught the
Church of the Salute; and the whole vast building, from
the Queen of Heaven on its topmost dome, down to the
water's brim, the figures of Saints and Prophets and
Apostles which crowd its steps and ledges, the white
whorls, like huge sea-shells, that make its buttresses, the
curves and volutes of its cornices and doorways, rushed
upon the eye in a white and blinding splendour, making
the very darkness out of which the vision sprang alive
and rich. Not a Christian church, surely, but a palace of
Poseidon ! The bewildered gazer saw naiads and bearded
sea-gods in place of angels and saints, and must needs
imagine the champing of Poseidon's horses at the marble
steps, straining towards the sea.

MRS. HUMPHRY WARD

(from The Marriage of William Ashe)

THE BUILDING OF DURHAM
They fasted and prayed three dayes with greate rever-
ence and devotion^ desiringe to know by revelation what
they should doe with the holie bodye of Saint Cuthbert;
which thinge was granted unto them, and therein they
were directed to carrye him to Dunholme. . * . And
theruppon with great joy and gladnesse brought his body
to Dunholme, Anno Domini 999, which was inculta
tellus a barbarous and rude place replenished with
nothinge but thornes and thick woods save only in the
midst where the Church now standeth which was plaine
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